





Try this on your Piano. 
LET US BE SWEETHEARTS, 


DEAR, ONCE MORE. 


JIM MACK. 


Tempo di Valse. 
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Steamer Saint Louis. 


MARCH. 


JIM MACK. - 


Tempo di Marcia. 
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A SONG OF THE TENNESSEE. 
By Mildred S. McFaden 


Know you a stream where the whispering breeze 
Nestles, cool-winged, in the emerald trees, 

And gathers the odor of verdure and flowers 
That Nature distills in her mystical bowers? 

A beautiful river that glistens and gleams 

A river of pleasure, a river of dreams— 

Where Faney unfettered soars blithely and free 


As we drift o'er its bosom—the fair Tennessee. 


On its magical waters are palaces white, 

Afloat all the day, afloat all the night; 

Aye, palaces throbbing with music and song 

And glad with the mirth of a rollicing throng. 

O, world-weary hearts, how they toss away care 

And yield, willing captives, to pleasure's sweet snare, 
As staidest feet twinkle in rhythmical glee, 


A-tune with the tide of the bright Tennessee. 


O, musieal river, soft rippling along, 

Tho’ pleasure seems ever the theme of your song, 
With sorrowful mem "ries your water is frought 
And history a record of pathos has wrought. 

You saeredly treasure the story today, 

How struggled for mastery the Blue and the Gray ; 
You loved them, alike—and now peacefully 


They bivouae beside you—their own Tennessee. 


Like love thàt is fiekle then turned we away— 
For beauty still fairer seduetively lay 

Before our eharmed vision, and soon our good boat 
On waters enehanted was lightly afloat. 
Delightful the outine—regretful the day 

That found us traversing the home-coming way— 
But long will they linger in sweet memory 


The steamer “Saint Louis" and old Tennessee. 


For Information write 
ST. LOUIS AND TENNESSEE RIVER PACKET 
St. Louis, Mo. 


CO. 


